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	1. Default Chapter Title

A Very Smarmy Valentine's Day

* * *

><p>Disclaimer: I don't own the characters in this story--the Harry Potter characters--J.K. Rowling does. And her publishers.<p>

* * *

><p>A Very Smarmy Valentine's Day<p>

Harry, Ron and Hermione were sitting together in the Great Hall, as usual. They were eating lunch at noon, as usual. They talked about Malfoy and Snape and Quidditch, as usual. But something very unusual was about to happen.

"Attention, students! Can I have your attention!" It wasn't a question, coming from Minerva McGonagall, especially when she was armed with a magic megaphone. "Silence!" Everyone grew quiet. "Good. I have an announcement to make. As you may or may not know, our former Defense Against the Dark Arts professor, Gilderoy Lockhart, lost his memories two years ago in an...er...unfortunate accident. Those of you who have studied Charms extensively know that it is almost impossible to regain one's memories after a Memory Charm has been cast on one."

Hermione nodded her head up and down repeatedly. Ron sighed. "We know you know that already, Hermione, you don't need to break your neck showing us."

Professor McGonagall glared at Ron and cleared her throat. "Well, quite miraculously, Lockhart has regained his memory, at least for the most part. To--" and now McGonagall was looking quite pained, "--to...celebrate this happy occasion, he has requested to visit Hogwarts for a day to promote his new books, _Gossiping with Gnomes_, and _Haggles with Harpies_. There is another reason for his visit, though. Tomorrow is Valentine's Day, and Lockhart would like to throw a party in honor of that...and himself....It should be similar to the memorable celebration he threw last year, except it will be for the duration of the day. Yes, classes will be canceled tomorrow." It looked like someone had just rained on McGonagall's parade. "And Mister Lockhart will have signing sessions for the students. He will also be handing out autographed pictures of himself, like anyone cares--I mean, if anyone cares for a photograph. I would like to state lastly that this idea was approved by Professor Dumbledore and not myself. You may resume your lunchtime activities now."

The Great Hall grew very loud with talk of the day off. Hermione was the only one frowning in the whole room, with the exception of Professor McGonagall. "Why would he come to a school to promote a book? I mean, some of us like books--me, for example--but most students aren't going to buy them."

"If it's got a nice big picture of Lockhart on the front, you will, right Hermione?" teased Ron.

"Of course not! I can't believe you'd think I'm that superficial...anyway, that was two years ago."

"Hermione's right," said Harry. "Why would he promote books at Hogwarts?"

"Well...there could be a reason..." started Hermione.

"What?"

"If he regained his memory, he must have remembered that you know his secret--that he doesn't write his books himself. Maybe he wants to make sure you don't tell anyone. It would probably be bad for book sales if people knew."

Ron and Harry gulped nervously.

"Don't worry about it! Lockhart's not exactly known for his wizarding skills--well, I mean, he is, but not really." Hermione looked a bit confused.

"You're saying he's a brainless git who pretends to be a genius," said Ron.

"Precisely! Ron, if you're not going to eat that Chocolate Frog, could I have it? They're my favorite."  
><br>

* * *

  
><p>The next morning, Harry and Ron woke up at about the same time, eleven o' clock. They rubbed their eyes sleepily, looked at the clock, and yelled at the same time, but said two very different things:<p>

"WHAT?! We're late for class! REALLY LATE! Why didn't my alarm go off?"

"Oh yeah, no school! I'm going out to the Quidditch field!"

Ron blinked. "Eh, no school? Why?"

"Remember, Lockhart's back for a day. We got all our classes canceled."

"Oh, yeah. I forgot." Ron was not at his intelligence peak in the morning. "Quidditch? What's that?"

Harry's jaw dropped open. "You don't remember what Quidditch is? Did someone perform a Memory Charm on _you_?"

"Just kidding. I'm not that daft in the morning...am I?"

"Er...no."

"How about we see what Lockhart's up to before we go to the field?" asked Ron.

"Sure. This should be good. Is Hermione up yet?"

"How would I possibly know? Are you saying I've been up already, sneaking into the girls' dormitory?"

"What? Are _you_ saying _I've_ been in the girls' dorm? I haven't been, I just woke up!" asserted Harry indignantly.

"So did I. Never mind. I'll get Hermione." Ron rolled over and fell out of bed onto the ground. "Ouch." He stumbled out of the boys' dorm. Harry waited a long time. Just as he was going to get up and see if Ron was all right, he heard a loud "OY, HERMIONE! ARE YOU UP YET?" There was another long wait. Harry pulled on his robe and walked down to the common room just as Hermione came out.

"What do you want?" she asked.

"We're going down to the Great Hall and then the Quidditch field. Are you coming?"

"Um..." Hermione looked down to the floor. "Well, I would, but I have something to take care of. It's kind of important. I'll catch up with you in about an hour or two at the Quidditch field, okay?"

Ron turned to Harry and gave him a look that very clearly said, 'She's getting an autographed picture from Lockhart'. Harry shrugged and turned to Hermione. "If that's what you want to do. We'll be waiting for you."

Fifteen minutes later, Ron and Harry were on their way to the Great Hall. As they got nearer, they heard the strains of loud opera music. The smell of roses was very strong in the air. Just as they opened the doors into the Great Hall, a green Snape ran through the doors, knocking Harry and Ron off their feet.

"Ugh...All the pink, all the roses, all the curls...I'm going to--GHRACKAHCK!"

Ron looked behind his back quickly, then turned back again. "I think I'm going to be sick too. Don't look behind you, Harry, whatever you do."

"What, did he--Oh...that's gross. Come on, let's go inside."

They walked in together and looked around the Hall. Heart-shaped confetti was falling from the ceiling, as well as rose petals. Large pink flowers were blooming on the walls. A table in the center of the Hall was adorned with a statue of Lockhart, carved from pink ice. Chocolate Frogs and other candies decorated the table too. "I really am going to be sick," muttered Ron. "This is disgusting. But that chocolate looks pretty good."

"How can one person be so conceited?" asked a bewildered Harry. "Losing his mind didn't do him much good."

Just then, the man himself, Gilderoy Lockhart (Order of Merlin, Third Class, Honorary Member of the Dark Force Defense League, and five-time winner of _Witch Weekly_'s Most-Charming-Smile Award) walked up to Ron and Harry. Lockhart was donning a pure-white robe, decorated with red hearts. 

"Well, well, well," said Lockhart. "Well, well, well. If it isn't my two favorite students, Ron Weasley and Harry Potter. Well, well, well." He stroked his beard; well, he stroked his chin where a beard would have been if he had had one. Gilderoy Lockhart was always clean-shaven. "I haven't seen you since that...incident back in the Chamber of Secrets." He smiled coldly; it definitely wasn't the smile that won him the Most-Charming-Smile Award. Then he patted their backs in a very hard way. "Have you come to take part in the party?" Suddenly he pulled the boys aside and stared into their innocent faces. Lockhart's blue eyes narrowed. "You boys haven't been talking about the little conversation we had that day in the Chamber, right?"

"Well, no." Harry crossed his fingers behind his back. It wasn't really a lie anyway. He'd only told Hermione, who told Seamus, who told Dean, who told Neville, who told Parvati, who told Lavender, who spread the tale to every person she knew and some that she didn't.

"Good. Keep it that way." Lockhart smiled suddenly, but it didn't look sincere. "Have you seen the ice statue? Isn't it a wonderful likeness? Of course, it should be more handsome, much, much more handsome...but, still, not everyone gets an ice statue of himself commisioned!"

Ron groaned loudly.

"Something wrong, Weasley?"

"Er, no, frog in m'throat...Chocolate Frog."

Lockhart stared at him suspiciously. "Well then, I must be going. My fans are anxiously awaiting me." He strolled off, humming a song about a pixie that broke his heart. Pansy Parkinson was the only other one in the Great Hall, but she did look anxious: she was holding a pile of Lockhart books that stretched above her head and squealing.

As Harry and Ron left, Ron said, "At least Hermione wasn't there."

"Yes, I wonder what she's doing?"  
><br>

* * *

  
><p>Lavender swooned for what must have been the seventh time that morning. "It's just so romantic! A letter from a secret admirer!"<p>

Hermione sighed. "It doesn't do much good if you don't know who it's from."

"Look, that's the difference between you and me, Hermione. I get a letter from a secret admirer, I'm happy that I got one! You get one, you're upset because you don't know who sent it."

"That's awfully important. What if it's from, oh, I don't know, Crabbe? Or Goyle?"

Lavender shuddered. "Don't say things like that! I'm just saying you have no sense of romance."

Hermione looked at her valentine again. "Seriously, who could they be from? Let's see..." She pulled out a piece of parchment from her desk drawer, as well as a streamlined quill and a bottle of black ink. "It must be from a Gryffindor boy, because they're the only ones who could get inside our House. And it's almost definitely a boy in our year." She wrote down three names very neatly on her parchment, then, almost as an afterthought, scribbled down two more. "Neville Longbottom, Dean Thomas, Seamus Finnigan--harrypotterandronweasley."

"Hmm? I couldn't hear that last part," said Lavender, grinning wickedly from ear to ear. "Say it again, more slowly."

"Ahem...Neville Longbottom, Dean Thomas, Seamus Finnigan, Harry Potter, and Ron Weasley."

"So, what's your point?" 

"Well, obviously, it was one of these five boys! I'd like to know who gave me my valentine!" said Hermione, fingering the lace on her card. "We just have to ask the people who were in the common room who they saw sneaking up into our dormitory, and we'll know!"

"Like, we'll collect clues or something?" asked Lavender, who was twirling a piece of hair around her finger and chewing on it.

"EXACTLY!" said Hermione triumphantly, waving her quill in the air. It had always been a fantasy of hers to be a detective, piecing mysteries together like...like...

Lavender groaned. "Sherlock Hermione's at it again. Mind if I tag along? Even though it'll ruin the mystery, I still want to find out who gave me my valentine."

"Yes, you can come if you like," replied Hermione, mentally adding 'Watson' to the end of that sentence.

Suddenly Lavender brightened up. "How about we just go ask Professor Trelawney? She'll know, for sure!"

"I don't think so." Hermione wasn't in the mood to hear mystic mumbo-jumbo.

"Fine. We can do it the hard way," sulked Lavender.

"Well, come on then, let's go!" Hermione dragged Lavender by the sleeve of her robe down the stairs to the common room, where Parvati was talking excitedly to Neville. "Hi, Parvati, did you see...well, did you see a boy sneak up into our dormitory this morning?"

Parvati nodded wisely. "Oh, the valentine. A secret admirer, huh? Well, I don't need one--" She wrapped her arm around a bashful Neville. "--but yes, I saw the person who gave you your valentine. I was in the dorm when he put it on your bed--you were still sleeping--and I was just getting up then. I was still sleepy and I saw him leaving. I screamed, he screamed, and then he ran off."

"So, who was it?" asked Hermione anxiously.

Parvati frowned. "Well...all I saw was his back, and it was still dark. All I remember is that he was wearing a red shirt. That means it must be...let's see...Seamus, Ron or Harry. They were all wearing those 'Gryffindor Spirit' shirts." She turned to Lavender. "Sorry, Lav, but I don't know who gave you yours. I only saw Hermione's secret admirer. But, why don't you ask Fred and George? They were in the common room too."

Hermione made a note on her piece of parchment. "Thank you for your help."

"That's all right, I just want everyone to be as in love as Neville and I are, right Nevie?" Parvati looked down to a furiously blushing Neville, who smiled weakly. "Good luck!" She pulled Neville over to the picture hole and they left together.

"What was that all about?" asked Lavender, grimacing. "I never would have guessed...Parvati and Neville...."

"The heart wants what it wants," quoted Hermione. "At least she knows who admires her. But we got some clues, right?"

"I didn't," muttered Lavender. 

"We will from Fred and George. Let's go!" shouted Hermione.  
><br>

* * *

  
><p>Harry and Ron strolled down to the Quidditch field slowly. While they were passing by a statue of Helga Hufflepuff, they noticed that a strange aroma was filling the corridor. It was quite similar to that of rotting flowers, mixed with the smell of Moaning Myrtle's toilet.<p>

"Ugh, what is that?" moaned Ron.

"It smells like--TROLL?" Actually, it smelled like a troll wearing rose perfume. Harry spun around to see a troll donning a long, silky pink robe, strumming a golden harp, and wearing a wig of beautiful blonde hair. It tweaked out a few horribly high-pitched notes on its harp. 

"Is this one of Lockhart's idiotic ideas? A singing troll?" said Ron. "I can't believe he's such a stupid--"

"Hey, there's another troll," said Harry, a little too loudly. And there was another troll, coming up behind the first. Both were staring at Harry and Ron. "Come on, let's go, I don't want a singing valentine." Harry pulled Ron along down the hallway. As they put more distance between themselves and the trolls, Harry's worried mind wandered to other topics, but he was silent the rest of the walk.

"Soooo, can I have a ride on your Firebolt?" asked Ron pleadingly. 

Harry turned from Ron. He lifted his head and looked around the hallway.

"Harry?"

"That smell, it's back again. The troll smell."

"Ew, you're right...Hey, Harry, are you all right?"

Harry was standing very still and looking a bit pale. "The trolls--look at them."

Eleven trolls were walking quickly toward Harry and Ron. Ron blanched at the sight of the big clubs they were carrying. "Ulp." The trolls began sprinting toward them.

"RUN!" Harry grabbed Ron by the collar and spun him around so that he wasn't facing the monstrous trolls. "QUIDDITCH FIELD! WE CAN'T FIGHT THEM OUT HERE!"

"LIKE WE CAN HANDLE THEM ANY BETTER OUT THERE?"

"JUST RUN!"

Harry and Ron dashed through the corridors, knocking over Mrs. Norris on their way. The cat snarled at them, then squealed as a massive troll stepped on its tail. "KREOWWW!" Hearing Mrs. Norris' shriek compelled the two to run even faster. They reached the Quidditch field, and the trolls were still in hot pursuit.

"WHAT DO WE DO NOW?" yelled Ron over the clomp-clomp of dainty troll feet.

"GET ON A BROOM!" shouted Harry, gripping the handle of his own Firebolt, then swooping into the air. Ron did the same with Malfoy's Nimbus Two Thousand and One, which happened to be lying out. The trolls barreled at Ron, just missing him as he rose into the air. Then the trolls reached into their pink robes and pulled out large brooms of their own.

Ron swerved sharply away from an airborne troll and flew toward Harry. "Now what? They have brooms too! They're like giant Bludgers! This must be Lockhart's work--TROLLS DON'T FLY!"

"We've got the advantage of size--" Ron started to protest, but Harry silenced him--"because we're a lot smaller and can dodge more easily. We're also quicker and a whole lot smarter. I've got an idea. Fly toward one of the hoops, but let a troll get real close to you before you go through."

Ron grinned. "Oh, I get it! C'mon, trolls!" He dived at one, then turned straight up in the air. The enraged troll followed Ron as he twisted and turned across the field, followed him as he sped toward a hoop, followed him right through the hoop--except he was too big to fit. The troll bonked its head on the hoop, fell off its broom, and plummeted to the ground. Over on the opposite end of the field, Harry was being pursued by three rogue trolls. Just as he would have been hit, he swerved sharply across their flight path, causing the trio to fall back and lose control of their brooms. They fell on top of the first troll down; the bigger they are, the harder they fall. Meanwhile, Ron was trailed by two more trolls. He led them along slowly, then suddenly shot straight up. The trolls, who were too heavy to do Ron's aerial acrobatics, slipped off their brooms.

Six down, five more to go. Harry ascended high, higher than the stands, higher than Gryffindor Tower, so high it made him dizzy and a bit queasy. Down below was a cluster of three trolls, looking clueless. Suddenly he shot down, gaining incredible speed, rushing toward the ground--the trolls looked up, saw him, and shrieked as only trolls can shriek--Harry shot right past them, and the not-so-poor trolls, trying not to get hit, slid off their broomsticks. He cheered as he pulled out of his dive, razing off the grass where he curved back up. Across the field, Ron was darting around quickly, flitting back and forth, taunting the trolls into following him. Two did; they couldn't keep up and were slammed off their brooms. Only one troll was left. Harry and Ron looked at each other, both knowing what the other was thinking. At exactly the same time, they zoomed toward the lone troll. The troll was between them. It screeched and jumped off its broom just before Harry and Ron reached him. Right before they would have collided, Harry reached out and grabbed the tip of the broom Ron was riding. Ron did the same with Harry's broom, effectively stopping them from flying into each other. 

Ron took one hand off his broom and gave Harry a high-five. "How many people can say they've faced eleven trolls on brooms and lived to tell about it?" he said proudly. "I can't wait to tell Fred and George, they won't believe it."

"No, they probably won't, because the trolls were after us, for Lockhart, I'm sure--why else would trolls be chasing us down the Quidditch field? Lockhart didn't bring them here just for poetry readings," said Harry grimly.

"But really, how bright is he--remember the Cornish Pixies? D'you think he's got anything else planned?" Ron lowered his broom to the ground, then stepped off. "Malfoy's got a great broom--not as good as a Firebolt, though."

"I think we should talk to Dumbledore," said Harry thoughtfully. "He'd be able to help us." Harry also jumped off his broom, then followed Ron out of the Quidditch field. As they walked through the halls, they noticed the sudden lack of trolls. Perhaps the eleven had been all. But Harry wasn't ready to bet on that; he hadn't been particularly fond of trolls ever since he had stuck his wand up one's nose back in his first year. His wand had never been the same after that. 

Strangely, it seemed as if everyone had left the hallways. Ron and Harry hadn't seen anyone on their way to Dumbledore's office. They turned a corner and, suddenly, two gigantic, hairy trolls were only inches from their faces. "ARRGH!" Harry turned, ducked into the nearest doorway, and went inside. He waited a second for Ron, then bolted the doors shut. They were in the Great Hall again, but it was deserted this time. Ron peered out a window in one of the doors and saw a troll smirking at them. In fact, trolls were posted outside every exitway. Harry and Ron were trapped in the Great Hall. It was a bad spot to be in, but at least there was no Lockhart to deal with, at the moment.  
><br>

* * *

  
><p>Fred snickered loudly, watching his twin brother George setting off a Filibuster by the secret door to Slytherin House. Of course, the location was no mystery to the former owners of the marvelous Marauder's Map. Good old Moony, Wormtail, Padfoot, and Prongs! George gingerly slipped the firecracker under the slight opening beneath the stone door, then...BAM! The door swung open violently.<p>

"What is the meaning of this?!" yelled Draco Malfoy, who had somehow gotten red and orange ashes in his hair. The remaining ashes kept sizzling, and Malfoy hit himself on the head to try to put them out. "Ow!" He looked around to find the evildoers, and there they were, leaning against the adjacent wall, one whistling an innocent tune, the other reading the latest copy of Magical Mischief-Makers Monthly: the Weasley twins.

"Hello, Malfoy. Looks like you've got something in your hair," said George.

"Better not play with Filibusters, they're dangerous," commented Fred airily.

Malfoy hit his head harder. "Wherever there's chaos, there must be--ow!--a Weasley. I suppose you're--ouch!--responsible for the loss of my broom, too. Well, I'll--ow!--be going to--Ow!--Professor Snape about this!"

The twins shrugged simutaneously. "I don't know if that's such a good idea--" started Fred.

"For you, we mean--"

"Because, how would we possibly--"

"Know where the Slytherin House entrance is?" finished George. "Looks pretty suspicious, even if Snape doesn't like us."

Malfoy growled at them, then stormed off toward the restrooms, undoubtedly to check on his hair.

"Heh heh heh...usually thinks up a better comeback than that," laughed George. "It must have been the shock of having his hair messed up." 

"So, what now, a Dungbomb, perhaps?" asked Fred, pulling from his pockets ten of the smelly things.

"You must have read my mind. Let's go to it," said a smiling George.

Just then, Hermione and Lavender ran up behind them, panting loudly for breath. "F-F-Fred, G-George, been l-looking...all over school...for you..." stammered Lavender.

"And trolls...dressed in pink...all through the hallways--for that Lockhart--tried to avoid them, not many other students are out," said Hermione, gasping. "What...are you doing...h-here?" She looked from the array of Dungbombs to their mischievous grins. "Oh--up to...the usual?"

"Yes, just livening up those long-faced Slytherins. They need a good laugh, wouldn't you say, George?"

"We just made Malfoy's life a bit more interesting, definitely more lively. Well, what do you have to ask us?"

Hermione took a deep breath, then started speaking. "We've been doing a little investigative work, and we'd like you to answer a few questions of ours, if it's all right," she said, quill poised over parchment.

"Oh, we're totally innocent," assured Fred. "You can be one hundred percent sure that--"

"Whatever it was, we didn't do it," said George, making a show of hiding the Dungbombs behind his back.

Giggling, Hermione continued. "Well, we heard that you two were in the common room this morning, early, and so--"

"Oh, the SECRET ADMIRER," said Fred loudly. "Yeah, we caught the romantic bloke. He was sneaking out of the girls' dorm when we found him, and, of course, we questioned him about his intentions, and he told us everything."

"Did he give Hermione her valentine, or was he my secret admirer?" inquired Lavender.

"Ah, young love. He was your admirer, Lav. Would you like to know who he is?"

"Yes!" squealed Lavender. "Please!"

"Well, we would, but we swore an oath of secrecy. But we can give you a clue, couldn't we, Fred?"

"Most surely we could. The clue is...Lavender, your secret admirer...has brown eyes."

Hermione scratched her quill against the parchment. "That means he must be Ron, Dean or Seamus."

"Clever girl!" applauded Fred. He winked at them. "Now, speaking of young love, Ginny and that Colin--not good enough for her, if you ask me--were in the common room this morning as well. They said something about heading to the Astronomy deck, why don't you ask them some questions and check up on Ginny as well?"

"Sure, we will, thank you!" called Hermione as the two girls ran off toward the Astronomy deck. Fred and George let out a collective sigh, watching them leave.

"Do you remember when we were that young and carefree, George?"

"Oh, just barely. Now that we're adults, we must 'set an example for the younger ones', to quote a certain former Bighead Boy. Now, will it be Dungbombs or Filibusters?"

"Dungbombs, absolutely."

* * *

><font>


	2. Default Chapter Title

A Very Smarmy Valentine's Day, part two

* * *

><p>Disclaimer: J.K. Rowling owns the characters in the Harry Potter series, not me, and I'm making no claim to them so don't sue me.<p>

* * *

><p>A Very Smarmy Valentine's Day, part two<p>

After all, being trapped in the Great Hall by rogue cross-dressing trolls wasn't so bad, at least in Ron's eyes. He was scarfing down a pile of truffles that had been deserted and chopping pieces off the pink-ice Lockhart with a butter knife. Harry, on the other hand, was having a worse time of it. He joined Ron in his joyful Lockhart-slashing ("Ha! Off with your head--hey, don't let it roll away!") but kept staring out the windows, watching the trolls that had surrounded them. Even playing soccer (learned on a rainy day from Dean, the West Ham fan) with Lockhart's head didn't seem fun when Harry looked so grim. "C'mon, Harry, snap out of it!" called Ron. He kicked Lockhart's head in frustration against a door. "I mean, this isn't the best situation to be in, but one of the professors will come around eventually! We'll be fine--the doors are locked! I thought I was more afraid of them than you were!" 

"I'm not worried about myself," snapped Harry. "I'm worried about Hermione. I mean, the trolls wouldn't have a reason to hurt anybody else, but what about her? She's our best friend, Lockhart'll _know_ we told her." He sighed and leaned against the wall, arms crossed, looking up to the confetti falling from the enchanted ceiling.

"Good point. But she's smarter than both of us combined. She'd outwit trolls and Lockhart easily," commented Ron, who also looked up to the ceiling. "Is it just me, or is that confetti falling a bit fast?" He noticed that his shoes were covered with the pink fluffy stuff. "Uh-oh. Not good." The confetti was dripping from the ceiling like raindrops during a thunderstorm. In a moment, Ron's socks were covered...then the hem of his robe, and soon it was up to his knees. 

Harry waded through the confetti, which was falling ever faster, and looked for a switch of some sort to turn it off. There was none, of course; it was done by magic, it needed to be stopped by magic. But what spell was used to turn off confetti? That definitely wasn't covered in Charms. Meanwhile, the confetti was up to Harry's elbows, but only grazing the taller Ron's waist. "What's the spell to turn this off?" shouted Harry.

Ron shrugged. "I have no idea, they don't teach this kind of stuff in school. Let me see..." He thought for a second. "_Dorengildos perfere!_" The confetti turned a bright golden color. "Whoops, that wasn't it. Perhaps..._Noitwengle-wangle!_" Suddenly, the Great Hall was plunged into darkness, but the shining gold confetti lit the room.

"_Illuminata!_" yelled Harry, and an intense light filled the room again. By this time, the confetti was up to Harry's chin and Ron's shoulders. "Try to swim!" Harry jumped a few times and eventually landed on top of the tightly packed stuff. He did an awkward sort of backstroke toward Ron. "It's a bit strange, but...." The confetti would have smothered him if he had been under now. Harry had to keep brushing the stuff off him as he rose steadily up to the ceiling. As he caught a last glimpse of the disappearing windows, he noticed that the trolls had gone. It didn't matter much now; the doors were entirely covered. They couldn't have escaped if they'd wanted to.

Ron floated serenely in the confetti, but his face showed his frightened expression. Aside from spiders, his greatest fear was being enclosed in a tight space. He was both arachnophobic and claustrophobic. The ceiling was growing closer and closer..."_Peskipiski! Prismflotter!_" A giant disco ball descended from the ceiling, then receded. "Umm...Abracadabra! Hocus-pocus! Alakazam! Arrgh, that's not real magic, what am I thinking?!" The ceiling was mere feet away from the boys. Harry, pallid, was muttering magic words furiously. Ron racked his brain, but came up empty. They were only a foot away--

Ron closed his eyes. "STOP!!!" An inch from being crushed and smothered, the confetti halted...then disappeared, leaving Harry and Ron floating on nothing but air. "AHHHHHHHHHHH--_WINGARDIUM LEVIOSA! WINGARDIUM LEVIOSA!_" They stopped suddenly, and their bodies caught in midair.

"That--was very, very close," breathed Harry hoarsely. "Thanks--Ron--saved my life--amazing."

"All I said was 'Stop', anyone could have done that," said Ron modestly, but he was absolutely glowing. For once, he had saved Harry, not the other way around! "We'd better get down now--_Decendium floatasia!_" They descended slowly to the ground. As they touched down, the large pink flowers on the wall shot out and wove their vines up and around the boys, wrapping them entirely, save their heads. Ron lost his balance, swayed, and fell to the hard stone floor. He bit his tongue hard. "Ouch!" He was trying to free a hand to rub his jaw when a loud voice rang out. 

"_MOBILICORPUS! EXPELLIARMUS!_" At the sound of the mysterious voice, Harry and Ron swung upright on their feet, and their wands flew from them into the air. "Gotcha now, wouldn't you say, boys?" It was none other than Gilderoy Lockhart.  
><br>

* * *

  
><p>Colin Creevey and Ginny Weasley were sitting together on the Astronomy deck, both silent. Ginny was thinking about how lovely the sky looked; Colin was thinking about something else entirely. He scooched a bit closer to Ginny and leaned in. She didn't move, but didn't respond either. Sweat rolled down his brow. This was more challenging than it looked. Just a little closer...a little closer...Ginny turned to him, smiled, and leaned her head on his shoulder. Colin gulped and more sweat poured out. What was he supposed to do? He should have asked Harry, Harry would know, Harry had surely kissed a girl....He craned his neck over to Ginny's face, then turned back quickly. He couldn't do it, he just couldn't work up the courage. But Ginny looked so pretty with the sun gleaming on her flaming hair. It would make a beautiful picture--a Kodak moment. Suddenly, without thinking, he lunged forward toward Ginny's face--<p>

"Hiya, Ginny, who's that with you?" crowed a high female voice.

Startled, Colin tumbled forward over Ginny's knees, knocked his head on the bench they were sitting on, and rolled off onto the hard cement. Cripes, foiled again! 

"Colin, are you all right?" shrieked Ginny. "Say something!"

He brushed himself off and tried to preserve his remaining masculine dignity as Ginny peered down at him. "Nah, I'm all right, just a scratch," he said brusquely. His head felt like it was going to burst with the throbbing pain. "I'm fine, Ginny, really." Colin turned to the people who had intruded on his romantic moment, Hermione Granger and Lavender Brown. Hermione was blushing red and looking away; Lavender, on the other hand, was smiling with an annoyingly knowing look. Was it that obvious? "What do you want?" he asked.

"Um...we heard from Fred and George that you were in the common room together--I mean, you were both there at the same time, not necessarily together--and we'd like to ask you some questions about something that happened this morning," said Hermione, directing her gaze to Ginny. "Did you see anyone sneak into the girls' dormitory early this morning?"

Ginny nodded. "Oh, the secret admirer. Fred, George and I caught the one who gave Lavender her valentine. But we promised not to tell you who he is--although he didn't say we couldn't give you a clue. My clue is that Seamus did not give you your valentine, Lavender."

Hermione's quill darted across the paper. "Is that all--did you see anyone else sneak in?" asked Hermione.

"Well, I didn't, but Colin said he did--you did, right?" She turned to Colin. "What did you see?"

Colin's face creased into a thoughtful expression. "Well, I could barely see his head above the stairwell that leads to the dorms. Your secret admirer isn't very tall." Hermione made a note of that.

"Was there anyone else in the common room then?" she inquired. "Anyone who could give us some clues?"

"No," said Ginny apologetically. "Just Fred, George, Parvati, Colin, and me."

Hermione looked sullen. "Well, thank you for your help anyway. We'll be going now." She left, with Lavender winking cheekily at Colin before she left as well. 

"G'luck," she whispered.

Colin sighed and sat down again. He'd had enough of romance for one night. Maybe it would be easier to just send Ginny a secret admirer valentine.  
><br>

* * *

  
><p>Lockhart paced the Great Hall slowly, back and forth like a pendulum, over and over again. He was frowning and muttering to himself darkly. "Why couldn't the trolls have knocked you out? How did you escape the confetti? It would've made it so much easier." Then, suddenly, he pivoted around to face Harry and Ron, who were hovering slightly above the ground, still captive to the vines that had wrapped around them. <p>

"Do you know how hard it is to regain one's memory," asked Lockhart softly, "how impossibly hard it is? I probably never would have if it weren't for my dear fans...I was out walking in Hogsmeade recently after the Chamber of Secrets, and a gaggle of girls stormed me, calling me Gilderoy Lockhart, babbling about how much they liked my books, and on and on. Of course, I didn't know who they were talking about, so I just stood there, bewildered. Then they realized that I didn't know who I was, so they gave me a stack of my books to read (not to mention their addresses for future owlings). I read all the books through and through, and I went to visit the people that I had assisted, according to my writings...."

Ron tried again to wrench himself from the vines, but was unsuccessful. He snarled at Lockhart. "Bet they weren't too happy to see you, liar."

Lockhart smiled conspiratorially, then rolled up the sleeves of his white and red robe to the elbow. His arms were covered with scratches and long scars. "No, they weren't too happy to see me, as you can see. Attacked by a flock of barn owls, pursued by grindylows, knocked over the head with a frying pan, chased by gnomes--at least that gave me material for my new best-seller. All this just because I took a bit of literary license! Who wants to read about all these dumpy little witches and wizards anyway? You would think they'd be _grateful_ to me. Anyway, I regained my memory, I knew who I was--and I remembered that night way back in the Chamber of Secrets when two snotty little second-years screwed up my Memory Charm and made it backfire on me. So I made my way back to Hogwarts to get revenge on you two--and to silence you so you wouldn't blab my secret. But first--" He leaned in close to them. "What spell did you use to make the Memory Charm turn on me like that? That's advanced magic--you wouldn't know that! Talk--or else." 

Harry struggled against the vines. So Lockhart didn't know Ron's old broken wand had been the culprit? "Let us go, and maybe we'll tell you." He looked to Ron quickly and winked. "If you don't, well...how do you think we got to know such powerful magic?"

"Ha! I'm not letting you go! Don't presume that you little fourth-years could ever hurt ME!" said Lockhart haughtily, but he stammered a bit. Was he afraid of them? He wasn't the best wizard, after all...maybe he thought they really did know some kind of powerful magic....

"Ha!" Ron echoed. "Don't presume that YOU could ever hurt US! You're just a weakling when compared to our powers." He laughed ominously. "We could set you on fire right now, if we wanted to."

"I'm sure you could," scoffed Lockhart. "You're just children."

Ron threw his head back and cackled wildly. Harry was surprised at how well he was taking to it. It was almost scary. "But we know lots of advanced spells...stuff that isn't taught at Hogwarts...not just any wizard can perform the feared Kracklousbakle charm--the one that bounces spells off the casters and onto their enemies. And you're our enemy, Lockhart. Try to cast a spell on us and you're going down."

Lockhart actually looked a bit frightened. "But then, why don't you cast a spell on yourselves and escape? And I have your wands--you can't do a spell."

"We could if we wanted to, but this is too much fun," said a smiling Harry. "We're so strong, we don't need those little sticks of wood to help us do magic."

"You know where Harry got that scar?" asked Ron slyly.

"He-Who-Must-Not-Be-Named?"

"Nope," said a smirking Ron. "He got it in a fight with a Dark wizard, one of the most powerful. Oh, you should have seen that poor Dark wizard after the fight--I've never seen anyone so battered and bruised. Harry got him good, and the wizard was a lot stronger than you...just think of what we could do to you..."

Lockhart's eyes narrowed. "You're bluffing."

"Want to find out the hard way?" asked Harry darkly. "Go ahead and try it."

Lockhart pulled out his wand and pointed it at them. "I will."  
><br>

* * *

  
><p>Hermione flopped onto her bed and sighed loudly. All that clue-finding, and it wasn't enough. She looked over her notes again. Parvati had said that her admirer was wearing a red shirt--which narrowed it down to Seamus, Ron or Harry. Colin had said her admirer wasn't tall enough to show more than his head over the stairwell--after checking it out, that meant it couldn't be Ron. Seamus and Harry were both average in height. There were no more clues; the evidence was inconclusive. Suddenly Lavender jumped onto the bed beside her.<p>

"Hiya, Hermione, did you figure out whodunit? I want to know who gave me my valentine!" she asked excitedly. 

Hermione held out the notes. "Fred and George said your admirer has brown eyes--that's Seamus, Ron or Dean. Then Ginny said that it wasn't Seamus. So it's either Dean or Ron; which I don't know. Don't feel bad, I don't know who gave me mine either. And I have no clue about it--I never would have guessed either Seamus or Harry liked me."

Lavender groaned, then gave out a little gasp. She jumped up and snatched something off the bed that she had evidently been sitting on. It was a small Chocolate Frog box--slightly bruised--with a note attached and addressed to Hermione. "It's for you, you must not have seen it before. Open it up, hurry!"

Hermione gingerly opened the note and read it aloud: "'This is for you, I know they're your favorite. Happy Valentine's Day. Love, your secret admirer.' Hmm." She unwrapped the frog and took a bite. "Hey, Lavender, why don't you let me see your note? Maybe there's a clue on it that we missed."

"Busybody," muttered Lavender as she pulled out her valentine. She handed it to Hermione. "Do you see anything?"

"What is THIS?" asked Hermione, pointing at a little red blob at the bottom of the card. "Is it supposed to be...a heart or something?"

Lavender put her hands on her hips and scoffed. "That's a Gryffindor lion, silly! At least, I think it is....My secret admirer isn't a very good artist, is he?"

"No..." An idea was forming at the back of Hermione's mind. "It's either Ron or Dean...and we all know that Dean is a great artist (and Ron's a very bad artist). That's it! Your admirer must be Ron!" 

"Oh, yay!" squealed Lavender. "He's just TOO CUTE! All that bright red hair..." She swooned melodramatically. "I'm just so happy!"

As she took a bite from her Chocolate Frog, Hermione was feeling quite pleased that she had unraveled part of the mystery. But she still didn't know who her admirer was...

"I thought he was so cute ever since we met back in our first year--I wonder if he's liked me all this time! Heeheehee! And it's so cute when his ears turn red--I wonder if they'll turn red when I kiss him!" giggled Lavender.

"Shh! I'm trying to think, I can't concentrate with you doing that!" Hermione stared down at her Chocolate Frog. Who knew that she liked them? She didn't talk about food often....All of a sudden, it struck her. She had told two people just the day before...Ron...and Harry. She leaped from her chair and dashed out of her dorm, pulling Lavender with her.

"I've liked him just FOREVER--Hey, what's the big idea?"

"C'mon! We need to find Harry and Ron!"  
><br>

* * *

  
><p>Lockhart pointed the wand at Harry and Ron. "Now, if you're telling the truth, then you'll be just fine. But if you're not...get ready to say goodbye!"<p>

"HARRY! RON!" Hermione and Lavender shoved their way through the doors and into the Great Hall. Lockhart turned to them, absolutely bewildered. Then he shouted out the Memory Charm anyway:

"OBLIVIATE!" Just as he spoke, Hermione tackled him, sending his wand into the air. It spun up into the air and landed smack on Lockhart's chest. He had lost his memory, yet again. Suddenly the vines holding Harry and Ron disappeared and they fell with a thump to the floor.

Harry pushed himself up. "That stuff about me fighting a Dark wizard--you should go out for Drama Club."

Ron grinned and helped his friend up. "Y'think so? Maybe I will--Hermione, L-Lavender, why are you in here?" 

The girls stood by the fallen Lockhart, looking down awkwardly. "Whoops," muttered Lavender. "Didn't mean to do that..." She looked over to Harry and Ron. "But I guess it worked out for the best--what was he doing to you two?"

Hermione had a knowing look on her face. "It's like I said, right? He tried to cast the Memory Charm on you. It's a good thing we came when we did. If we hadn't...."

"Why did you come?" asked Ron innocently. Lavender stepped over to him and rested her head on his shoulder.

"You know, doncha Ron? I _know_ you know...do you want to talk about it...outside?" asked Lavender slyly.

"Oh...that....How did you find out? I thought I told Fr--" Lavender hooked her arm through his. Ron's ears turned bright red. "Um...I'll see you later, Harry, Hermione." Pulled along by Lavender, Ron left the Great Hall.

Harry and Hermione stood together in silence. Finally Hermione said, "I got a valentine too."

"Oh, uh, did you? That's...um...nice," stammered Harry. "Do--do you know who gave it to you?"

"Someone whom I like a lot." She decided to leave a hint of romantic mystery in the air. "So, how did you get into this situation anyway..." They walked out of the Great Hall together.  
><br>

* * *

  
><p>Gilderoy Lockhart was locked up good and tight. He didn't mind the padded cell--it was quite fun to jump against it--but the straitjacket seemed a bit unnecessary, and so unfashionable. Luckily he wouldn't be having any visitors for a very, very long time. He looked up to the ceiling and counted the stitches in the fabric padding again. One, two, three....He couldn't concentrate. All he could think about was the one thing that he remembered: Weasley and Potter, those two dangerous little Dark wizards--and only fourth years, to make it worse--had gotten the better of him again. It was unfair--even though he couldn't quite recall what they had done, he knew whatever it was, it was the reason he was wearing this stupidly ugly straitjacket. That thought drove him mad. He would get those pesky little Dark wizards, and show them what Gilderoy Lockhart--was that his name?--was made of. Lockhart felt very giddy all of a sudden. He began to giggle. "Mwahaha...heh heh heh...heeheeheehee...KWAHAHAHAHAHA! I'LL GET MY PIXIE ARMY AND DEFEAT THOSE DARK WIZARDS!" He fell to the floor, rolling around with wild laughter. Suddenly the door swung open to let in a large nurse holding a very sharp syringe.<p>

"OK hon, we can do this the easy way or we can do this the hard way." 

"Harry Potter is a Dark wizard!" shrieked Lockhart. "And his friend Weasley! They're going to set us all on fire!"

"Shame on you, Mr. Lockhart, saying such things about the Potter boy. As if he would ever be a Dark wizard!" She shook her head sadly. "Poor Mr. Lockhart. Only a crazy person would say such things. Tut, tut. Now, it's time for you to take your medicine." The nurse rolled up her sleeves and grabbed Lockhart by the hair. She kneed him in the stomach, pulled his head down, and drove the needle into a vein. 

"No! Harry's a Dark wizard, he's going to..." The medicine kicked in quickly. "No...Tink...let's go to Never-Never Land...so sleepy..." Lockhart's eyes fluttered once, pixies danced in his eyes, and he fell asleep.

* * *

><font>


End file.
